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LYRIC EPISTLES 


T O 
LORD MACARTNEY and his SHIP. 
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— 
ves, of our Bagſhot wonders tell KEN Lon; 


Delicious ſubjects for an Epic Song ! 
Erie TE to LokD MACARTNEY. 


O, if ſucceſsful, thou wilt be ador'd! | 
Wide as a Cuzsmire CAT our Court will grin, 
To find as many Pearls and Gems on board 
As will not leave thee room to ſtick a pin. 
Er18TLg to the Suir. 
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M. DCC. Ic. 


TO THE READER. 


IT has been my wiſh, that the following pair of Lyric 
Epiſtles might be preſented, with my Odes, to the Emperor 
KIEN LoNG, on account of the quantity of original merit— 
but, to uſe a ſublime phraſe, as it would be © letting the 
« cat out of the bag,” [ have forborne. 


The buſtle and proweſs of the invincible DUKE on Bag- 
ſhot Heath—the Heath on fire—the Royal viſit—the Man 
of Straw blown from the Mine—the exploſion of the Pow- 
der-mills at Hounſlow—the attention of Gops, as well 
as of the CRows, to the Camp—the humility of the Bag- 
ſhot buſhes, &c. are circumſtances which, however they 
may be diſdained by the faſtidious pen of HisTORY, ought 
to be recorded. Indeed, I from my foul believe, that bur 
Hiſtorians, as they are called, are too conceitedly lofty to 
think of ſullying a page with an account of the Camp-tranſ- 
action; but Poets were the only hiſtorians of ancient times, 
* which Jam ready to prove by a profuſion of learned quota- 
tion; and conſequently your dull uninſpired proſe-men are 
invaders. For my part, I am reſolved to ſupport the po- 
etical charter; and conſequently, as often as the DUKE, 
and the KING and the QUEEN, and MaDaM SCHWEL- 
LENBERG, and LORD CARDIGAN, and old NICOLAI 
the fiddler, and S1R FRANCIs DRAKE, and the Pages, 
the Cooks, and the Stable-boys, &c. &c. ſhall utter good 
things, achieve great actions, and be ſeen in cloſe and im- 
portant converſation together, ſuch events Hall be honoured 
with niches in my Lyric TEMPLE of IMMORTALITY. 


The Epiſtle to the Sui ſeems to be full of Poetry and 
good wiſhes ; but the horrid picture of the future diſappoint- 
ment of our Ambaſſador and his Suite at Pekin, with the 
diſgracefully attendant circumſtances, we hope ta be merely 
a playful ſketch of fancy of the Muſe, and that ſhe has 
really been viſited by no ſuch flogging illuminations. 
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A LYRIC EPISTLE 


10 
LORD MACART NETZ. 


AMBASSADOR TO THE COURT OF CHINA. 


O Crown'd with ny by our glorious King, 
Deck'd in his liv'ry too, a glorious thing, 

Amid the wonders at SAINT James's done; 
At Houſe of BuckINGHAMu, in RicHMoND bow'rs, 
At Kew, and laſtly WinDsoR's lofty tow'rs, 

Rich ſcenes at once of Majeſiy and Fun; 


Forget not thou the Camp on Bacsnor HEATR, 
Where met the grimly regiments of death ; 

Where not the DE v'L their rage ſublime could damp— 
Though HEAv'x, as if it meant to mock the matter, 
Pour'd on their powder'd heads huge tubs of water, 

And made the mighty heath a dirty ſwamp. 

Yes, of our Bagſhot wonders tell KIEN LONG 
Delicious ſubjects for the Epic ſong. 


Tak | 


5 
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Talk of the valiant —.— all h — — - oy 
On which the Kings of Britain oft depended, 
When bold REBELLI1oW through the nation ran; 
Her venam ſpread, and told a balgr hoſt, 
To humble, ſweet Subs/dination loſt, 

That lo ! the mightie/ff Monarch was but Man ! 


Such ſoldiers ! ſuch rare gen'rals! no poltroons, 
Sweil'd by the gas of courage to balloons 
Where, though thoſe men like bacon all were ſmoak'd, 


Not one, by Gop's good proyidence, was choak'd. 


Of Ricymond's mighty chicftain, bored ſpeak— 
Noro wet, 2 riding diſhclout,” ſhalt thou fay— 

« Now broiling, whizzing, dropping like a ſteak, 

„ So: val'rous, mid the ſun's meridian ray!“ . 


Talk to KIEN LONG ont His GRaACE's ſoul; 
What wiſdom, fweetnels, love, pervades the whole 


But fouls in common are a dreary waſte, 
By brambles, thiſtles, barb*rous docks diſgrac'd ; 
That —_ the ploughſhare, harrow, and the fire—_ . 
Some ſouls are caves of filth and ſpectred Oe 
That want a window and a ' broom, .. 18? 
To yield them light, and clear the mire. 


When honours lift th? unworthy fool on high, 
On ForTuNE how with fierce contempt I ſcowl ! 
She hangs a dirty cloud upon the ſky, 
And with an eagle's pinion imps an owl. 
Yet knaves and fools enjoy their Jucky hours, 
And ribbons, *ſtead of ropes, their backs adorn— 
Thus crawls the Toap amid the faireſt flow'rs, 
And with the LiLy drinks the dews of morn. 


But royal RIchuovp honours exaltation— 
The pole-ſtar of our military nation, 


How 


: [44 
How pleaſant then to ſee a RIcnmond riſe |! 
Friend of a King, and fav” rite of the "SKIES 1 


CHARLES , to ſupport a baſtard and a ang 
Impos'd a tax on coals, that ſtary?d the poor: 

Thoſe ſans-culottes-men made the ſaddeſt din 
But mark, how often good proceeds from evil ! 
This deed of CHARLEs is now a w0hite-waſh'd. Devi 
Lo, RICHMOND caſts a luſtre round the il l. 


By means of this once ſhameful tax on Coal, | 
He ſniggles modeſt MERIT. from her hole! 


Where is the Soldier that is not his friend? 
See ADMIRATION to his virtues bend; 

And lo, the ſcar-clad VETERAN adores | 
While GLoxy humbly kneeling to the ſkies, 
With ſupplicating hands and fervent eyes; 

A length of days upon his head unplores. 


Say, that His Grace, ambitious of a name, 
Is ever angling to catch Martial Fame : 

And fay too, how moſt fortunate the Duke, 
What noble fiſhes hang upon his hook; 
Whilſt humbler mortals, lab'ring day and night, 
Poor patient creatures, ſeldom feel a bite. 


Pow'r in the hands of VIR Tur is heav'n's 4 
That foſt'ring feeds the flow'r of happieſt hue 
In ViIck's graſp, it withers, wounds, and kills: 
'Tis then the fang ſo fatal, form'd to make 
A paſſage for the venom of the ſnake, . 7A 
That NATURE's life with diſſolution fills. 


Bow down, ye armies, then, and thank your Gov, 
That RICHMOND holds the military rod: 


<A King of England, * Miſtreſs was a a woman, the 
great, great, and illyftrious Anceſtor of his preſent Gaact. 
; \ 
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Proud of his poſt, and fearleſs of his neck, 
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— Fat meek 
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No Janus he, with 7 views to fob, RL 
And touch the Nation's pocket with a job ®, 


Yes, let the Emperor all about him hear, 

Talk of the bold tranſactions of the Peer 0 | 
And fay, what probably he can't believe, 

Fhat lo, the dauntleſs body of His Cn... ky 

In duels bor'd, has ſcarcely one ſound. 1 
A honeycomb, a eullender, a ſieve ! 


Say how that ads his rig rats 3 


Though only one upon his ſhoulders dear — 
Thus V aLouR ſmiles at danger, death, and pain, 
And feels an eighteen-pounder through his brain, 

Coolly as ſoup. a pat upon the ear! 8 | 


Say, how he gallop'd wild, up hill, down dale; 
Frighten'd each village, turn'd cach hovel pale; 
Struck all the birds with terror, fave the crows, 
Who, ſpying ſuch commotion in the land, 
Concluded ſome great matter was in hatid, 
Much blood and carnage midſt contending foes. 


Say, how the world his deeds with wonder faw ; 
Say, that the Bagſhot-buſhes bow'd with awe ; 
And ſay, his phiz ſuch valour did inſpire, _. 
That lo, the very ground he trod, caught fire 1. 


Say, how went forth to ſee him, half the nation, 

Their mouths well cramm'd with duſt and admiration— 
So ardent ev'ry eye's devouring look, | 

To ſeize the galloping, the flying Duke. 


* Witneſs the convenient houſe and gardens near Plymouth Dock, 
Jo ecoromically built with the Public Money. The annals of honour 


furniſh'ys not with a ſublimer inſtance of /elf-denial, * 
+ This is a literal fact. 


Such 
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Such eating and ſuch W ev'ry day ! , 
Nothing to pay! | 
All the Duke's friends, great quality and ſmall ; 
Our great King GxoRGE, and lovely Queen, 
Were entertain'd ſcot-free, I ween— 
Our generous nation doom'd to pay it all. . 


And yet, when PARLIAMENT beholds the bill, 
I think that Parliament; with much ill will, 
May growl, and ſwear it was an idle thing, 
This game of ſoldiers, ſuch a childiſh play 
But let me anfwer PARLIAMENT, and ſay, 


It was not childiſh, FOR IT PLEAS'D THE KING— 


It made Tom PAYNE, the bull-dog, hold his tongue; 
Arm'd with ſuch lion-paws, and teeth fo long 


Say, that the ſun-like Duke ſhone forth ſo bright, 
That Puncn ne'er triumph'd in a fiercer fight. 
Say, how he fir'd the Hounſlow mills of powder ; 
Say, how the ſympathiſing grain, with ſound, 
Frighten'd the tiles from all the roofs around, 
Defying the bold THUNDER to roar louder ! 


Say, that immortal CzsAr *. trod the place 
Now hiercely gallop'd over by His Grace, 


Say, that the Gops beheld him from on high 
That, to the Lord of battles +, with a ſigh, 
Thus ſpoke the MonarcH of the clouds“ Son 
« Mars, 
« Had TRoy poſſeſs'd a hero like the Duke, 
« With ſuch a ſoul, and ſuch a fighting look, 
« Our City had been fafe amidft her wars. 


« Go quickly, pull thy hat off to the Dux e, 
“And beg a leſſon from the HERO's book.” 


* Julius Cxsar was moſt certainly at BacsyoT, f Mars. 
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Lord! as the Duke, ahi powder only flam'd, 


Was fo inſpir'd, ſo val'rous, and fo hot; 


How had this Duke the ſons of battle Tham'd, 


Mid ſcenes of thunder, where they charg'd with * 1 


Say too (and verily it was no joke) 
Although ſo lofty on their cloud-capp'd tow'rs, 
Such were-the volumes of aſcending ſmoke, | 
Smutty as blackſmiths look'd the heav'nly Pow'ss ;- 
And that the MAN of ftraw + (a thought how bright !) 
Flew up, and put their Gonships in a fright ! 


Tell him, which probably may cauſe a ſmile, ' 
That, at the diſtance of a mile, | 
His GRACE, a ſkull that powder wants, can note; 
(Which, when it happens, let that ſkull beware) 
See too a club with one diſorder'd hair, 
And mark one ſpot of greaſe upon a coat. 


Thus war was Gothic, ſlovenly unchaſte, 
Till RicyumonD uſher'd in the morn of taſte ! 


Say too, that, for the honour of the nation, 

We hope to ſee a book on reputation, 

Proving that public vice ſhould bring no ſhame t; 
That private only damns a noble name, 


Thus the poor NyMPH, too eaſy to contend, 

Who bluſhing fins in ſecret with a friend, 
Shall be a viler huſſey than the woman 

Who hangs her lips like cherries out for ſale, 


| It is reported, that a coloſſal figure, ſtuffed with ſtraw, was blown 


| gut of «the hill, to give their Majeſtie an adequate idea of the aſcent of 


ten thouſand men or ſo, a frequent event at grand ſieges. It is more- 
over reported, that this ſtuffed figure obtained a large portion of royal 


approbation. Indeed 1 am ſtrongly inclined to believe the ſtory—It 


was quite a neo idea. 


t The Reader is deſired to aſk Lord LAUnEA ATX concerning this 
And 


EF ; 


And FIT her boſom's lilies, to regale 
Each grazing beaſt that offers—quite a Common. 


« Why ſhould I fay all this unto the King ? | 
Thou cryeſt, O MacarTwey.—Good may ſpring : 
It may unto thine embaſly give weight, 

By putting great KI EN LonG into a fright. 


“ Who knows,” KIEN Lon may whine with rueful 
« face, 

« But all the rank and file are like His GRAcRx 
« Then ſhall I ſhake upon my ſapphire throne : . 

« For troops like RicHMOND, that on valour feaſt, 

« May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Eaſt, 
« And leave my palace neither ſtick nor ſtone ; 


“ Like roaring lions ruſh ta eat me up— 
In Britain breakfaſt, and in China ſup.” 


O TH ob, ſo W painted, and fo trim, 
Succeſs attend our CounT's delightful whim z 
And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board; = 
With coaches juſt like gingerbread, fo fine, 
Amid the Afiatic world to ſhine, 
And greet of CHina the Imperial Lord. 


Methinks I view thee tow'ring at Canon : - 
I hear each wide-mouth'd falutation-gun 3 ; 
I ſee thy ſtreamers wanton in the gale ; 
I ſee the fallow natives crowd the ſhore, 
I fee them tremble at thy royal roar; 
I ſee the very MAnNDARINES turn pale. 


Pagodas of Nang-yang, and Chou-chin-chou, 
So lofty, to our trav'ling Britons bow; 

Bow, mountains ſky-enwrapp'd of Chin-chung-chan 3 ; 
Floods of Ming-ho, your thund'ring voices raiſe ; 
Cuckoos of Ming-fou-you, exalt their praiſe, 

With geeſe of Sou-chen-che, and Tang-ting- tan. 


0 monkeys of Tou- fou, pray line the road, 


Hang by your tails, and all the branches load; 
Then grin applauſe upon the gaudy throng, 


And drop them honours as they paſs along. 


Frogs of Fou- ſi, O croak from pools of green; 
Winnow, ye butterflies, around the ſcene ; 


Sing 


% 
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Sing O be joyful, ev” ry village pig; 
Goats, ſheep, and oxen, through your paſtures n ; 
Ye buffaloes and dromedaries, dance 
And elephants, pray join th* unwieldy jig. - 


I mark, I mark, along the duſty road, 

The glitt'ring coaches with their happy load, 
All proudly rolling to Pz-x1N” s fair town; 

And lo, arriv'd, I ſee the Emp'ror ſtare, 


Deep marv'ling at a fight ſo very rare; 
And now, ye Gods! I ſee the Eur'ROR frown. 


And now I hear the lofty Emp'ror ſay, 
Good folks, what is it that you want, I pray?“ 
And now I hear aloud MACARTNEY Cry, - 
„ EMP'ROR, my CourT, inform'd that you were rich, 
* Sublimely feeling a ſtrong money-itch, 
« Acroſs the eaſtern ocean bade me fly; 


« With tin, and blankets, O great King, to barter 
« And gimeracks rare for China-Man and Tartar. / 
hut preſents, preſents are the things we mean: 

« Some pretty diamonds to our gracious QUEEN, |. 
« Big as one's fift or ſo, or ſomewhat bigger, 

« Would cut upon her petticoat a figure— 

« A petticoat of whom each poet ſings, 

That beams on birth - days for the Beſt of Kings. 


« Yes, preſents are the things we chiefly wiſh— 
« "Theſe give not half the toil we find in trade.” — 
On which th' aſtoniſh'd Emp'ror cries, © Odsfiſh !_ 
« Preſents !—preſent the rogues the Baſtinade.” 


Stern REs0LUTION's eye, that flaſh'd with fate, 
At danger cow'ring, wears a wither'd look ; 

Palſy'd his ſinewy arm, where vengeance fate, 
Whoſe graſp the rugged oak of ages ſhook— 


His 
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His blood, fo hot, grown ſuddenly ſo chill; 


Sunk from a torrent to the creeping rill. 


In ſhort, behold with dread MAc ART NE ſtare; 
Behold him ſeiz'd, his ſeat of honour bare; 
The bamboo ſounds—alas ! no voice of Fame: 
Stripped, ſchoglboy-like, and now I ſee his Train, 
I ſee their lily bottoms writhe with pain, 
And, like his LoRDSHIP' 5, bluſh with blood and 
ſhame, | 


Ah ! what avails the coat t of ſcarlet 8 

And collar blue, around their pretty wk 1 
Ah ! what the epaulettes, that roaſt the eye, 

And loyal buttons blazing with George Rex ? 
Heav'ns I if KIEN LoxG refolves upon their irres, 
Theſe are no taliſmans to ward a an. 


Now with a mock ſolemnity of face, 


I fee a mighty Er'RoR gravely place 8 


Fools- caps on all the poor degraded men 
And now I hear the folemn Eur'RORH ſay, 


4 ?Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay; 


Nou, children, ye may all go home agen.” 


O beauteous veſſel, ſhould this prove the caſe, 
How in old England wilt thou ſhow thy face? 

I fear thy viſage will be wond'rous long. | 
Know, it may happen—Miniſters and Kings, 
Like common folk, are fallible—poor things ! 

Too often ſanguine, and as often wrong. 


Vet, if ſucceſsful; thou wilt be ador'd— 

Lo, like a Cheſhire cat our CovrT will grin ! 
How glad to find as many gems on board, 

As will not leave thee room to ſtick a pin !. 


